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"Special skills?" Jerry asked, stifling a yawn. 

The little blonde batted her fake eyelashes. "I can tie a cherry stem in a knot with my tongue." 

Jerry just blinked at her for a couple of seconds. "Right. Thanks. We'll let you know." 

He turned his head and called out over his shoulder, "Joey!" 

A very eager, slightly chubby young man hurried over. "What can | get you, Jerry? What do you need?" 
"Did you screen any of these applicants?" 

"|. well, no. We thought you would want to be involved in every step." 


Jerry pinched the bridge of his nose and exhaled slowly. "Okay, Joey. Do me a favor. Go out there and get rid 


of anyone who isn't ZI and anyone who doesn't actually have any experience behind a bar or waiting tables." 
‘Oh! Okay. Sure, Jerry. Sure!" 


"Take your time." Jerry picked up a pack of cigarettes and glanced across the empty bar at Scott, who was 


dismissing a woman who looked like the one Jerry had just sent away except her fake tits were comically 


bigger. 

Twenty minutes later, Joey marched in leading what were apparently the best and the brightest. Twenty-some 
girls - and, Jerry was fairly certain, one boy - in various states of undress were lined up along one side of 
the U-shaped bar. 

Scott leaned in toward Jerry and whispered, "Is that a dude?" 

Jerry studied the dude in question He wore an Iggy Pop t-shirt tucked into tight, dark jeans belted with scarf. 
There was a thinner scarf tied around his long neck. His shaggy hair was just messy enough to look stylish, 


and he appeared to be wearing eyeliner. "Pretty sure," Jerry murmured. 


"Joey" Scott called over the assistant their business partner had hired for them. Jerry could have heard what 


they were saying if he had been paying attention, but he was still staring at the boy. 
"Right. Okay." Joey stood up and addressed the group of prospective employees. "Uh, just want to make sure 
there's no misunderstanding.. today's interviews are for cocktail waitr-- um, servers. Bartender interviews are 


Thursday." 


Nearly every set of eyes was on the boy, who gave Joey a little smile and said, "Thank you for your concern, 
but | do know how to read - both job listings and a calendar." 


A handful of girls let out quiet, nervous laughs, while Joey gave Scott and Jerry a clueless look. 


The boy looked right at Jerry and grinned. "Would it help if | wore a skirt? I'm sure at least one of these 


young ladies has an extra she wouldn't mind letting me borrow." 


Jerry cleared his throat and finally looked away. "Let's keep things moving. We'll start over here." He pointed at 


the girl at one end of the line. "Come on down" 
Jerry didn't let himself look at the boy again until he was standing in front of the table, smiling. 
"Dude," Scott said, "are you seriously applying for this job?" 


"Of course | am. Why else would | be here?" He looked from Scott to Jerry. "You don't think you'll have any 


customers who would prefer to order drinks from someone like me?" 


Jerry liked the way the boy spoke up. His tone was somehow challenging without being confrontational. "I think 


we might. Have a seat. What's your name?" 


The boy smiled happily as he handed over his application and sat down. "I'm Stone." 


"Stone?" Jerry and Scott asked in unison 

He nodded and repeated it. "Stone." 

"How old are you," Jerry asked, glancing at the application, "Stone?" 
The boy's lips curled as if he was swallowing a giggle. "Twenty-one." 
Jerry shared an unconvinced look with Scott. "I assume you have I.D" 
"Of course. Would you like to see it?" 


"As a matter of fact." Jerry watched as Stone leaned to one side, pulled a wallet from his tight jeans, and then 


took out a very shiny Nevada driver's license. 
Scott huffed. "When'd you get that, kid? This morning?" 
Stone offered the license to Jerry. "Close. About a month ago." 


Jerry took it and looked at the birth date. "July 20th. About a month ago." He studied the card for another 
moment and then handed it to Scott. 


‘Its real, | promise." Stone smiled, looking amused. "If you offer me a job, I'll let you see my birth certificate, 


too." 


xE 
By the end of the day, Jerry and Scott had narrowed the applicants down to half for Joey to call back in. The 
three men walked out of the club together, and Jerry started to lock the door when he heard someone call 


out. 


"Wait!" Stone hurried up to them. "I'm so sorry. My phone died, and | need to call my roommate, who forgot to 


pick me up." 


Scott glanced at Jerry. "l'm not letting some strange kid use my phone. No offense kid. And | gotta get my ass 


home. l'm late." 


"Oh, | wouldn't think of asking to use your phones. Is there one inside?" He looked at Jerry with impossibly big 


eyes. 
Jerry sighed and opened the door. "See you Thursday, Scott" 


Stone beamed at him. "Thank you, Mr. Cantrell!" 


Jerry made a face. "Just call me Jerry." He stepped inside and held the door open 
"Okay, sir. | mean Jerry." Stone giggled as he slipped past. 

Joey stood outside looking clueless, again, and Jerry frowned. "Go on, Joey. I'll lock up." 
Joey glanced past him at the boy. "You sure, Jerry?" 

"Im sure. See you Thursday,” he said as he closed the door and locked it. 

Stone stood next to a barstool. "I'm so sorry. | really appreciate this." 

"Phone's back here." Jerry led the way to the office next to the far end of the bar. "So you don't have a car?" 
"No, | do." 

Jerry unlocked the office. "Just in the shop or..?" He opened the door and stepped aside. 
"No," Stone said simply with a tiny smile and little shake of his head. 

"Okay, I'll bite. Where's your car?" 


Its out back" Stone stood in front of Jerry and dropped his chin, pulling his bottom lip through his teeth while 
looking up through long eyelashes. "I just really want to work for you, Jerry. Sir.’ 


